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do, at a blow you stop all the magazines and newspapers, cut short the careers of thousands and thousands of writers and illustrators, send the world backward to the dullness of the Quarterly Review read by one man in a hundred thousand, make the almanac and the family bible the principal literature of the masses, and give us a taste of the gayety of life in the time of Xoah, when man thought of nothing but his bread and meat, his herds, his wives and concubines; when the only incentive he had to a voyage of exploration was his desire to save himself, his wives, his swine, his poultry, from high water!
At the last, with just a trace of delicious in-consistence, you leave your original ground that exploration of the unknown is not worth while, and question if the means we have adopted are efficient for the purpose in view. On this point there is ample room for differences of opinion. You are entitled to your views, we to ours. You do not know, we do not know. But I submit to you as a man of science, engineering and mechanics: The spirit that sends one forth to try, even at the risk of failure, is better for the cause of progress than the doubt which says, "It can't be done, at least not that way," and sits at home toasting its shins by the fire, reading Plutarch, and grubbing for gold.